fbeT ugtdie of Richard D .of 

Edw - But I would break e an hundred cathes to raigneone 
Rich , And it it pleafe your grace to giue meleaue } (yeare. 
He ihevv your grace the way to faue your oath. 

And difpolTede king Hemyfto m the Crowne. 

Tor A prechee c Dicl\ let me heare thy deuife. 

Rich, £ hen thus my Lord. An oath is of no moment 
Being riot fvvorne before a lavvfull Magiflratet 
Herme is none>but doth vfurpe your right, 

And yee your grace ftands bound to him by oath* 

Then noble father rciolueyour felfe ? 

And once more claimethe Crowne, 

Tor . I/aicft thou fo boy.<\vhy riien it fliall be (b, 

I am refolued to win the crowne or die. 

Edwardjthou (halt to Edmond Brook? Lord Cobham, 

With whom the Kcntijhwen Will willingly rile: 

Thou coien Montague f . halt to Tforfoik? ftraight. 

And bid the Duke to nuifter vp his fouldiers, 

And come to me to Wakefield yxz[cx\t\y . 

And Richard , thou to London llraight /halt poaft, 

And bid R^hard Neuill Harle of Warwick? 

To leaue the Citte : and with his men of war, 

Tomeecme at faint slibo?/s,te n daies hence. 

My feife hecre in Sandall cattle vvill-prouide 
Both meft and moiiey to furder our attempts. 

Now what newes? Enter a Mejfenger* 

MefiM y I,ord,the Queens with thirtie thowfand men, 

A ccompamed with dhe Harlcs of Cumberland, 

North am her land, and Weflmerland, and others of the^ 

Houfe of Lancafter , are marching towards Wake fields 
T o bdicdge you in your Caftle heere. 

Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh Mortimer, 

Torke . A Gods name let them came. Couferit/^^ - 
jwpoatt you hence: andboies,ftay you with me. 

Sir Ichn and Sir Hugh or timers mine vncles, 

Y'are welcome to Sandall m an happy houre. 

The armie of the Queenc means to befiedge 



7 orhe^nd Heme the fixt . 

Sirlohn . She fhal not need my Lord,wcele meet her in the 
Tor . What with hue thoufand fouldiers vndej (field. 
Rich A father, with fiue hundred fora need, 

A woman's general!, what flhould you fc3re. ? 

’ ZV.Indeed many braue battaileshaue I won 
In Normandy, when as the enemie 
Hath bin ten to one: and why fhould I now doubt 
Of the like fucccfle?! am refolu'd ; Come lets go. 

£«iv.Let$ martch away, I hearc their drums. Exeunt 

aMUrmes.and then entertheyoivg Earle of 
RutUnd,and his T lit or. 

T#tor.Oh flie my Lord, lets leaue the Cattle, 

And flie to Wakefield ftraighr. 

* . Enter Clifford. 

3^.0 Tutor looke where bloody Clifford comes. 

Qif, Chaplin awaic,thy prietthoodlaues thy life. 

As for the brat of diat accurfed Duke 
Whole father flew my father, he fhail die. 

Tutor .OhChffordbpMe this tender Lord, leafl hcauen 
Reuenge it oil diy head : Oh faue his life. 

C//£Souldiers awaie,and drag him hence perforce: 

Awaie with the viliaine. Exit the Chaplin. 

How now, what dead already for is it feare that 
Makes him clofe his eies/Ile open them. 

Rut. Solookes the pent vp Lion on thelambe. 

And fo he walkes infulting oucr his praie. 

And fo he turncs againe to rend his Jimbcs in funder: 

I”' 1 (Mfwd ,kill me with thy fword,and 
Notwithfucha cruell chreatninglooke. 
am to mean, a fubiett for thy wrath, 
hcthoureucngd on men and let me Iiuc. 

C/jf.In vaine thou fpeakefl poore boy : my fathers blood. 

t? 1 t lC pal ^ a S e where th Y words fliould enter, 

A«f. I hen let my fathers blood ope it againe 

r/’rtj an5anc * Clt ff olr d,copc with him. ° 

1 th y Brethren heere, their hues and thine 
< ere not reuenge fuflficient for me, 

B 3, Or 
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